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Like the fair plant that from our touch withdraws,
Shrink, mildly fearful even from applause,
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream,
And all you are, my charming #***, seem.
Straight as the fox-glove, ere her bells disclose,
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows,
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind,
Your form shall be the image of your mind;
Your manners shall so true your soul express,
That all shall long to know the worth they guess;
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love,
And even sick'niog envy must approve.*

* These beautiful lines, we have reason to believe, are the production
of the lady to whom this letter is addressed*                                E.

No.